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S  E  E  M  0  N. 


Job  xiii.,  28;  and  xiv.,  1: — And  he,  as  a  rotten  thing,  con- 
sumeth,  as  a  garment  that  is  moth-eaten.  Man,  that  is  born  of  a 
woman,  is  of  few  days  and  full  of  trouble. 

The  Bible  was  not  divided  into  chapters  and  verses 
until  a  few  centuries  ago.  As  these  divisions  were 
made  only  to  adapt  the  Bible  to  a  Concordance,  it 
happened  that  the  sense  was  often  divided,  sometimes 
even  by  the  interposition  of  a  chapter  mark.  This  is  the 
case  with  the  verses  of  the  text.  They  properly  belong 
to  the  same  chapter  and  verse.  There  is  really  no  period 
between  the  two,  as  you  may  see  by  the  italic  words 
inserted.  The  whole  passage,  literally  translated, 
thus  reads,  "  Well  may  he  dissolve  as  corruption,  the 
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moth-worm  feeding  upon  him  as  a  garment,  man,  born 
of  woman,  few  of  days  and  full  of  trouble  ;"  or,  to 
use  the  exact  language,  but  natural  flow  of  our  own 
version,  "  Man,  born  of  a  woman,  of  few  days  and  full 
of  trouble,  consumeth  like  a  rotten  thing,  like  a  gar- 
ment that  is  moth-eaten." 

This  passage  is  full  of  elegaic  pathos  and  tender- 
ness. It  is  natural  language  on  the  lips  of  the  smitten 
man  of  Uz.  Darkness  had  enwrapped  all  his  earthly 
prospects,  and  he  sat  in  distress  among  the  ruins  of 
shattered  hopes  —  shattered  by  an  invisible  hand. 
Man  was  not  in  his  eyes  the  dancing,  buoyant  thing 
of  hope  which  had  glittered  before  him  ;  but,  involved 
in  trials  and  troubles,  he  struggles  during  his  brief 
day,  until  the  inward  worm  of  corruption  eats  out  the 
fabric  of  his  life,  and  he  falls,  like  a  corrupt  thing, 
into  the  grave  under  his  feet. 

This  view  of  life,  though  drawn  in  rather  sombre 
shades,  is  yet  correct,  if  we  view  it  as  disconnected 
with  the  future,  and  relating  only  to  the  perishing 
body.  It  is  a  view,  too,  which  we  are  occasionally 
compelled  to  take.  We  may  paint  human  life  with 
the  gaudiest  colors  of  the  fancy,  but  the  pencil  of 
truth  dashes  one  dark  tint  into  every  brightness,  and 
makes  the  whole  reflect  a  funereal  gloom.  For  what 
man  is  there  who  has  not  felt  his  earthly  tabernacle 
shake,  to  admonish  him  that  it  will  soon  fall  to  ruins  ? 
Where  is  the  family  circle  which  can  now  gather 
together  every  familiar  form  which  once  belonged  to 
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it  1  Where  is  he  who  has  not  some  kindred  dust 
buried  in  the  earth  ?  These  are  old  truths,  tritely 
expressed,  but  truths  still ;  for,  look  we  over  the 
whole  world,  —  is  not  decay  written  on  the  face  of 
nature  ?  Nothing  remains  permanent  below  the 
skies  ;  even  the  mountains  of  everlasting  granite  are 
gradually  abraded,  and  the  barriers  of  the  ocean 
change  in  their  outline.  Cities  which  once  teemed 
with  a  busy  population  are  now  the  habitation  of  owls 
and  satyrs.  We  tread  on  the  dust  of  empires  ;  we 
walk  over  the  graves  of  buried  generations.  We  feel 
decay  in  ourselves.  The  homes  of  our  childhood 
strangers  inhabit,  and  our  loved  ones  are  not.  We 
embrace  them  a  moment,  and  then  part  here  forever. 

"  Our  life  is  like  the  hurrying  ou  the  eve 
Before  we  start  on  some  long  journey  bound, 
When  fit  preparing  to  the  last  we  leave, 
Then  run  from  room  to  room  the  dwelling  round, 
And  sigh  that  nothing  needed  can  be  found  : 
Yet  go  we  must,  and  soon  as  day  shall  break; 
We  snatch  an  hour's  repose,  when  loud  the  sound 
For  our  departure  calls  ;  we  rise  and  take 
A  quick  and  sad  farewell,  and  go  ere  well  awake." 

The  question,  why  has  God  appointed  the  ract  to  such 
troubles,  and  to  such  a  dissolution,  is  always  clothed  with 
solemn  interest.  But  when  we  have  ourselves  expe- 
rienced the  fact  of  such  a  state,  we  spontaneously  reach 
after  the  reasons  of  this  divine  arrangement. 

A  consideration  of  the  above  question  is  never  out  of 
place  ;  it  is  more  congenial  than  ever  to  my  feelings  at 
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this  moment.  And  I  have  only  to  look  before  me  to 
feel  that  there  is  an  appropriateness  in  this  inquiry  at 
this  time  ;  for  so  many  garbs  of  mourning  tell  me  that 
you  have  felt  the  truth,  that  "  man,  the  offspring  of 
woman,  few  of  days  and  full  of  trouble,  consumeth  as  a 
rotten  thing,  as  a  moth-eaten  garment  ;  "  and  though 
some  of  you  have  on  no  badge  of  mourning  now,  yet 
that  black  livery  of  a  vale  of  tears,  or,  may  be,  the 
still,  cold  white,  will  soon  become  you. 

But  I  must  cut  off  these  miscellaneous  reflections  and 
come  to  my  subject ; 

Why  has  God  appointed  death  and  its  attendant  sorrows 
to  every  human  being  ? 

Infinite  Wisdom  has  some  great  good  to  be  secured 
by  such  a  catastrophe  to  our  earthly  being  ;  some  good 
which  cannot  otherwise  be  so  well  secured.  Of  this 
we  are  sure  from  the  well  known  attributes  of  the 
divine  character.  Moreover,,  we  need  not  inquire  into 
the  direct  cause  of  our  mortality, — for  that  is  distinctly 
announced  in  the  sacred  Scriptures,  "  Sin  hath 
entered  into  the  world,  and  death  by  sin  :  and  so  death 
was  passed  upon  all  men  for  that  all  have  sinned." 

The  inquiry  is.  Why  has  God  appointed  this  mode  of 
removal  from  the  earth  in  preference  to  every  other  ; 
and  why  has  he  so  ordered  it,  that  the  removal  of  every 
fellow-being  leaves  some  hearts  bereaved  and  sad  ? 

I  have  three  reasons  to  present  in  answer  to  these 
inquiries. 

I.  Because  death  and  its  attendant  sorrows  are  a  constant 
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memento  to  the  survivors  to  check  earthly-mindedness,  and 
induce  preparation  for  their  own  death. 

Nothing  is  more  natural  to  fallen  man  than  to  put 
entirely  out  of  mind  the  fact  that  he  is  mortal.  It  is  a 
truth  which  he  does  not  like  to  remember ;  because 
he  has  in  his  heart  a  dim  dread  of  unseen  realities, 
and  a  fearful  anticipation  of  the  result  of  scrutiny, 
which  his  conscience  and  the  word  of  God  tell  him  he 
must  undergo  hereafter.  Instead  of  following  the 
dictates  of  sound  wisdom,  by  making  that  preparation 
he  knows  he  needs  for  the  severities  of  the  judgment, 
he  takes  the  insane  course  of  putting  far  off  the 
dreaded  subject,  by  occupying  his  thoughts  with 
things  uncongenial  to  serious  reflections. 

Strange,  the  infatuation  which  the  race  exhibits ! 
—  the  whole  unfathomable  happiness  or  misery  of  an 
endless  existence  hanging  upon  the  actings  of  the 
present  brief  day,  and  yet  a  most  careless  squandering 
of  its  precious  moments,  as  if  no  consequences  would 
ever  be  felt  of  such  infamous  prodigality !  irremediable 
woe  to  be  shunned  only  by  the  most  strenuous  dili- 
gence and  closest  circumspection,  and  yet  the  path 
thoughtlessly  travelled  which  ends  in  gloom  and 
despair  !  —  as  if  men  were  in  a  hurry  to  accumulate 
the  most  of  woe  during  their  fleeting  probation  ! 

God  is  too  compassionate,  too  pitiful  to  the  race  to 
let  them  ruin  themselves  without  an  admonition. 
Hence  he  has  flung  dark  shades  about  the  gate  to 
eternity.     He  has  made  the  grave  a  cold  and  desolate 
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abode,  from  which  the  warm,  living  heart  shrinks.  A 
sombre,  cheerless  cloud  hangs  over  the  end  of  the 
impenitent  one's  days.  Everything  connected  with 
death  is  solemn.  The  whole  event  is  adapted  to 
strike  fear  into  the  breast  unprepared  to  pass  the 
ordeal.  Its  rapid  approach,  its  stealthy,  onward 
movement,  and  its  inevitableness,  disarm  the  thought- 
less of  their  indifference,  and  make  hardened  rebels 
quake  and  cry  out  at  their  prospects.  If  God  had 
appointed  a  silent,  painless,  gliding  into  the  grave  at 
a  set  and  well  known  period  of  life,  death  would  have 
been  disarmed  of  its  power  to  strike  at  the  fears  of 
men,  and  they  would  have  been  trebly  encased  in 
hardihood. 

Infinite  Wisdom  will  not  leave  men  thus  to  slumber 
away  the  day  of  grace,  but  has  surrounded  us  with 
the  silent  yet  eloquent  tombstone,  and  rings  in  our 
ears  the  speeding  minutes  of  many  a  mortal  knell. 
Man  has  no  apology  for  his  forgetfulness.  He  knows 
what  is  inevitably  before  him.  He  may  be  young 
and  healthy  now,  but  the  worm  is  at  his  root. 
He  is  a  '  moth-eaten  garment,'  whose  woof  is  de- 
stroyed, and  whose  fabric  is  held  together  by  only  a 
few  rotting  fibres.  The  least  agitation  will  shake  it  in 
pieces.  Let  him  set  his  heart  strongly  upon  the  earth, 
let  him  clasp  every  terrestrial  treasure  within  his  reach, 
—  one  touch  of  the  icy  sceptre  of  the  King  of  Terrors 
will  chill  his  hold,  and  his  treasures  will  drop  from 
his  relaxed  grasp.     Let  him  build  his  hopes  and  his 
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happiness  upon  the  possession  of  his  friends,  he  cannot 
warrant  himself  in  their  continuance.  There  is  a 
flickering  incertitude  about  all  he  has  which  spoils  the 
repose  of  the  soul  in  them,  and  makes  him  suffer 
under  the  constant  expectation  of  their  sudden  removal. 
Now  it  is  left  to  him  to  endure  this  apprehension  and 
cling  to  his  idols,  or  to  turn  from  them  to  the  true 
and  unchangeable  One,  and  be  relieved  from  his 
inquietude. 

Thus,  by  death  and  its  attendant  sorrows,  God 
admonishes  every  mortal  with  fatherly  emotions  to  turn 
from  his  worldly-mindedness  and  live  for  a  better  and 
holier  end. 

II.  God  has  appointed  the  circumstances  of  our 
present  mortal  state-,  that  He  may  teach  men  His  feelings 
towards  the  general  conduct  of  men. 

The  human  race  are,  in  the  sight  of  God,  a  company 
of  revolted  subjects,  sinning  against  Him  with  a  high 
and  determined  hostility.  Here  and  there  grace  has 
broken  the  dominion  of  sin,  and  the  subject,  awakened 
to  the  realities  of  his  condition,  is  trying  to  live 
according  to  his  duty.  But  the  mass  are  securely 
plodding  their  own  ways. 

Now  it  is  necessary  that  there  be  an  end  to  our 
probation.  Probation  necessarily  supposes  a  ter- 
mination. Such  being  the  fact,  it  is  optional  with  the 
Divine  Wisdom  to  arrange  the  circumstances  of  that 
termination  so  as  to  make  them  subserve  the  most 
important  moral  purposes.     And  the  most  important 
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purpose  is,  to  make  an  impression  against  sin  ;  to 
express  His  displeasure  against  it.  We  thus  conclude, 
because  this  is  the  impression  which  God  actually 
designs  to  make. 

If  all  the  race  were  taken  up  suddenly  to  heaven, 
like  Elijah,  in  chariots  of  fire, — or  should  they  be 
quickly  transformed  into  angels,  and  visibly  wing  their 
way  through  the  skies,  —  we  should  conclude  that  this 
mode  of  leaving  the  earth  expressed  the  approval  of 
the  Lord  of  Hosts.  Or  if  every  mortal  closed  his 
eyes  in  darkness,  agony,  and  despair,  all  would  feel 
that  the  frown  of  the  Almighty  was  on  the  race  with- 
out mitigation.  But  the  actually  various  circumstances  . 
which  do  attend  the  departure  of  men  into  the  world 
of  spirits, — while  they  give  God  an  opportunity,  if  He 
see  best,  of  showing  his  feelings  towards  individuals, — 
allow  Him  to  make  one  general  expression  to  all  the 
race. 

In  death  and  its  antecedents  we  read  how  God  looks 
upon  sinners.  The  constant  physical  weakness,  —  the 
frequent  admonitory  symptoms  of  our  ready  liabilty  to 
fall  into  the  grave,  —  the  protracted  consumption  of 
the  energies,  the  "  weary  wasting  of  the  frame  away," 
or  the  rapid  victory  of  disease, — the  mutilating  casualty 
inducing  death, —  and  then  the  shiverings  of  the  soul 
and  the  writhings  and  groanings  of  the  body,  when 
the  death-rattle  and  the  gasp  close  up  the  earthly 
drama,  —  all,  all  are  expressions  of  the  displeasure  of 
the  Almighty  against  sin.     There  is  no  death-bed  not 
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accompanied  by  some  circumstances  of  pain  and 
sorrow.  We  are  to  regard  this  fact  as  proof,  that  the 
circumstances  of  death  are  the  expression  of  God's 
displeasure  towards  the  natural  character  of  the  race. 

It  should  be  remembered  that  the  circumstances  of 
individual  deaths  do  not  express  the  divine  opinion  of 
individual  character.  The  hardened  sinner  may 
breathe  out  his  life  suddenly  without  a  struggle,  and 
maintain  the  deceitful  calm  of  unconcern  to  the  last, 
while  the  saint  may  be  tossed  for  months  with  bodily 
distresses,  and  groan  out  his  spirit  in  darkness  and 
fear. 

Such  cases  do  occur  and  are  numerous.  They 
prevent  our  inferring  what  is  the  divine  estimate  of 
individual  character  from  death-bed  scenes.  And 
properly  enough.  Men  are  exceedingly  prone  to 
estimate  the  eternal  state  from  the  last  moments.  But 
the  death-bed  is  not  the  proper  place  to  estimate 
human  character.  It  is  the  life,  the  daily  life,  in  years 
of  health.  On  that  our  opinions  are  to  be  founded,  and 
not  on  the  incidental  expressions  which  drop  from  the 
lips  in  the  last  struggles  of  the  flesh  and  the  spirit. — 
But  to  return  : 

We  are  to  look  to  the  general  facts  of  death  ;  and, 
looking  at  them,  we  cannot  shut  our  eyes  to  the 
truth,  that  God  is  displeased  with  the  conduct  of  men. 

Death  has  a  sting,  —  a  terror  —  a  fearfulness.  All 
men  naturally  and  instinctively  shrink  from  the  fatal 
wrestle  with  this    invincible    champion  of  the  grave. 
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It  is  not  the  simple  leaving  of  terrestrial  things  which 
constitutes  the  sting  of  death,  but  it  is  the  dread 
ordeal  which  follows  that  leaving.  In  a  word,  the 
sting  of  death  is  sin,  and  the  strength  of  sin  is  the  law. 
And  God  has  infixed  that  sting  —  that  terror,  because 
all  the  dying  are  sinners. 

But  '  thanks  be  to  God,  who  giveth  us  the  victory 
through  Jesus  Christ.'  Through  faith  in  the  blood  of 
Christ,  the  sting  of  death  is  removed  ;  and  the  believer 
in  Jesus,  who  has  eschewed  evil  in  this  life,  can  '  walk 
through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  and  fear  no 
evil.'  He  may  shrink  from  the  cold  stream  that  flows 
therein,  but  he  feels  not  the  terrific  recoil  of  the 
unpardoned  soul.  His  peace  springs  from  his  faith, 
and  while  he  experiences  in  his  flesh,  as  one  of  an 
apostate  race,  the  frown  of  his  insulted  Creator,  yet 
the  welcome  of  the  Saviour  gilds  that  frown  with  the 
brightest  hopes,  and  he  joyfully  steps  into  the  flood,  and 
hastens  through  the  gloom  where  the  last  of  the  dark 
folds  of  the  divine  displeasure  are  flung  across  his 
path.  The  peace  of  the  Christian's  death  is  grace 
neutralising  wrath. 

III.  Another  reason  why  God  has  appointed  death 
and  its  attendant  sorrows  to  mortal  lot  is,  to  afford  the 
most  affecting  display  of  the  nature  and  beauty  of  piety. 

The  world  are  reluctant  to  believe  that  experi- 
mental piety  is  a  reality.  They  deny  the  actual 
exercise  of  disinterested  benevolence,  and  resolve  all 
devotion  into  a  refined  selfishness,  which  seeks  eternal 
instead  of  temporal  pleasures. 
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But  God,  who  is  rich  in  mercy,  has  taken  infinite 
pains  to  teach  this  ungodly  ignorance  of  men  the 
truth,  both  respecting  Himself  and  respecting  the 
nature  of  genuine  piety.  Thus,  in  creation  and  pro- 
vidence, He  teaches  us  His  natural  perfections  ;  in  the 
Bible  a  clearer,  more  definite,  and  refulgent  light  is 
cast  upon  the  Divine  character  ;  and  He  has  made 
life  and  death  the  means  of  exemplifying  experimentally 
the  nature  of  holiness.  But  I  must  confine  myself  to 
the  exhibitions  of  piety  made  through  the  instru- 
mentality of  Death.  And  here  is  a  two-fold  exhibition, 
—  in  the  life,  and  in  the  death,  of  the  believer. 

The  Gospel  is  presented  to  men,  not  only  as  a 
means  of  deliverance  from  hell,  but  as  a  deliverance 
from  sin,  and  as  an  anchor  to  the  soul.  It  is  a  ;purifi- 
cation  and  a  support.  The  believer,  like  the  rest  of 
the  species,  is  "  the  offspring  of  woman,  few  of  days 
and  full  of  trouble."  He  is  connected  with  his  kind 
by  a  thousand  ties  of  relationship  and  sym.pathy.  He 
feels,  as  tenderly  as  others,  the  expanding  and 
endearing  influences  of  domestic  affections  ;  his  home 
is  as  sweet  to  him  as  to  other  men  —  ay,  sweeter  ; 
he  has  as  many  tender  sympathies  clustering  around 
it ;  and  when  he  sees  the  wasting  and  the  departure 
of  one  of  his  household,  his  feelings  are  as  keenly  alive 
to  the  bereavement  as  other  men's.  'Tis  not  true 
piety  to  be  morose  under  bereavements.  He  feels  it 
when  the  ties  which  time  has  invisibly  woven  between 
himself  and  his  kin  are  sundered.     Although  he  may 
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have  an  assurance  that  they  have  exchanged  earth  for 
heaven,  yet  he  misses  the  cheer  of  their  companion- 
ship, to  lighten  the  tedium  of  his  pilgrimage.  But, 
while  he  feels  his  afflictions,  he  has  a  way  of  mani- 
festing them  different  from  the  world's.  "  He  sorrows 
not  as  those  without  hope."  He  anticipates  a  re-meet- 
ing, when  all  the  little  bitternesses  of  this  imperfect 
state  will  be  removed,  '  and  perfect  love  cast  out 
every  tormenting  fear.'  Even  under  the  bitterest 
trial  which  can  fall  to  the  Christian's  lot, — viz.,  the 
death  of  a  dear  friend  unprepared,  and  with  whom  we 
can  expect  no  more  fellowship, — piety  appears  different 
from  the  sullenness  of  wordly  grief.  He  displays  a 
yielding  submissiveness  to  the  blow  which  breaks  its 
force. 

Now,  it  is  by  these  grievous  afflictions  which  accom- 
pany death,  that  the  peaceable  fruits  of  righteousness 
are  wrought  out  in  the  renewed  heart,  and  exhibited 
to  the  world.  Sinners  understand  the  application  of 
this  principle,  for  they  evermore  say  of  such  an  one, 
"  He  bears  his  calamities  like  a  Christian." 

Some  of  the  most  lovely  exhibitions  of  holiness 
have  been  made  under  bereavements.  Remember  the 
silence  of  Aaron,  the  resignation  of  Job.  Think  of 
the  calmness  of  David,  and  self-possession  of  Ezekiel. 
Consider  the  tender  sympathy  of  the  Saviour  at  Laza- 
rus' grave.  Gather  with  the  Marys  at  the  cross  and  at 
the  sepulchre.  Are  there  anywhere  more  touching 
exhibitions  of  the  loveliness  of  piety  than  is  found  in 
these  examples  ? 
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Who  must  not  acknowledge  that  these  afflicted  ones 
possessed  the  support  of  a  not-universal  faith,  which 
upheld  them  in  the  hour  in  which  sharp  affliction 
rolled  over  them,  crushing  their  hopes,  and  tearing 
away  from  them  their  tender  ties  to  the  best  of  earthly 
enjoyments  !  The  sight  of  a  saint,  like  Luther  and 
Calvin,  struggling  manfully  against  destructive  error 
and  bitter  enemies  in  defence  of  the  Gospel,  inspires  a 
feeling  of  elevated  moral  sublimity.  We  feel  like 
cheering  them  on.  We  partake  of  their  spirit  and 
boldness,  and  feel  the  ground  grow  more  solid  under 
our  own  feet,  as  they  wax  valiant  in  the  fight.  When 
we  see  saints,  like  the  martyrs  and  our  own  Puritan 
fathers,  enduring  privations,  banishment,  and  death, 
rather  than  sacrifice  to  the  god  of  this  w^orld,  we  are 
elevated  to  admiration,  and  almost  envy  them  a  share 
in  the  glorious  toil.  These  are  the  noble,  lofty  fea- 
tures of  piety. 

But  when  we  see  the  saint  bending  beneath  the 
weight  of  God's  afflicting  hand,  and  lying  bleeding 
under  his  disciplining  rod  ;  when,  to  be  more  parti- 
cular, we  hear  the  stifled  sob  from  the  heaving  breast 
of  the  pious  mother,  weeping  like  Rachel  in  Ramah  ; 
or  see  the  tear  stealing  unbidden  and  yet  unchecked 
adown  the  manly  cheek  of  the  bereaved  father  or 
husband,  and  know  that  the  strong  restraints  of  grace 
are  flung  around  the  restive  emotions  ; — at  such  sights, 
we  do  not  so  much  rise  under  the  sublimity  of  our 
feelings,  as  we  are  irresistibly  drawn  to  sit  down  by 
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their  side,  and  condole  with  them,  while  we  admire 
the  chastened  silence  of  their  filial  confidence.  No- 
where do  the  lovely  features  of  the  Gospel  beam  out 
so  invitingly  as  where  the  cloud  of  affliction  has  poured 
out  its  showers  upon  the  defenceless  believer,  and 
drenched  and  broken  the  buds  of  his  earthly  hope.  This 
piety  shines  out  mildly,  calmly,  like  the  evening  sun 
after  a  summer  shower,  when  every  twig  and  every  leaf- 
let are  trembling  with  the  sparkling  water-drops.  God 
has  appointed  death  to  lay  his  ruthless  hand  in  among 
our  selected  treasures,  and  cull  them  over,  that  the 
chief  of  the  gracious  affections,  love  to  God  in  all  his 
dealings,  may  be  manifested  under  the  most  trying 
circumstances,  and  be  shown  to  be  a  reality, —  a  spirit 
which  the  world  has  not  to  give,  and  cannot  take  away. 

There  is  another  mode  in  which  death  affords  an 
occasion  to  display  the  nature  and  beauty  of  piety, 
viz.,  in  the  death  of  the  believer  himself. 

A  life  of  piety  does  not  itself  warrant  a  peace- 
ful, happy  termination.  God  overrules  the  mode  as 
well  as  the  time  of  our  decease,  so  as  most  to  promote 
his  glorious  purposes.  Ordinarily,  however,  they  that 
maintain  a  holy  nearness  to  Christ  by  faith  do  enjoy 
his  presence  and  help  in  their  last  contest  with  death. 
But  the  lives  of  most  Christians  are  so  irregular,  that 
the  full  resources  of  the  Gospel, 

"  To  make  a  dying-bed 
Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are," 

are  not   oftener   exhibited  ;    but  when  they  are,  its 
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beauty  appears  like  the  angel  of  Hope  floating  on  her 
snow  white  pinions  over  the  darkness  of  night. 

Who  does  not  remember  the  death-bed  scenes  of 
Jacob,  the  heavenly  aspirations  of  David,  of  Paul  and 
of  John,  not  to  mention  the  hosts  of  later  saints  who 
have  found  and  shown  Christ  to  be  a  sufficient  Saviour 
in  that  hour  when  "  heart  and  flesh  faileth  1  " 

But  the  Gospel  is  something  more  than  a  plank  to 
bear  men  safely  across  the  stream  of  death  into  heaven. 
It  is  also  a  support  under  all  the  sorrows  attendant 
upon  dissolution.  And  when  does  its  power  appear 
more  clearly  than  in  the  experience  of  him  who  is 
bound  in  the  helplessness  of  disease  and  racking  pains 
for  years,  and  then  is  dismissed  after  the  most  ener- 
getic and  agonising  struggles  of  the  flesh  and  the 
spirit !  and  during  all  the  painful  effort  the  soul  main- 
tains an  unrufl^led  serenity,  a  joyful  confidence  in  God, 
never  murmuring,  never  restive,  never  in  haste  !  0, 
divine  gift  of  God !  The  Gospel,  how  it  beams  in  the 
hour  of  affliction,  in  the  strugglings  of  the  soul  and 
body !  Who  does  not  exclaim,  with  the  selfish  Balaam, 
"  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  let  my 
last  end  be  like  his." 

This  subject  applies  to  all.  To  those  who  have 
lost  beloved  connections,  —  God  has  either  been  re- 
buking your  apathy,  or  trying  your  piety.  Have  you 
laid  the  admonition  to  heart,  or  have  your  friends  died 
in  vain,  so  far  as  the  spiritual  good  you  have  received 
is  concerned  ?     Have  you  shown  forth  the  true  spirit 
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of  the  Gospel,  or  have  you  complained,  like  those 
without  hope  ?  Have  you  misrepresented  and  dis- 
graced the  nature  of  the  Gospel  and  of  genuine  piety  ; 
or  have  others  taken  the  knovi^ledge  of  you  in  your 
afflictions,  that  you  have  been  with  Jesus  ! 

May  Grace  prepare  you  to  shine  in  all  your  trials, 
and  so  to  shine  where  trials  are  unknown !     Amen. 


